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Hamlet (stc 22278) lo 




Prince ^Dcnmarke. 

Cboif. Pittie mee not but lend my ferions hearing to 

whatl lhalivnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to heare. 

Gfoft. So art thou to reuenge, when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham’ What? 

Ghofl. I am thy fathers fpirir. 

Doom’d for a certame tearroe to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies ofnature 
Are burnt and purg’d away s but thatl am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whofe lighteft word 

Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 

Make thy two eies like ftarres ftart from their Spheres,, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 
like quits vpon the fearefull Porpentine : 

But this eternal! blazon muft not be 
To cares offlelh and bloud, lift, lift, O lifr, 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father lone. 

Ham. O God, , 

Gfc«^.Reuengc his foule, and rooft vnnatural murther. 

Ham. Murther. . 

Gbof h Murther moft foule, as in the belt it is, 

But this moftfoule, ftrange andynnatiirallv 

Ham. Hafte me to know’t.that I with wings as fwifr. 

As meditation, or the thoughts of ioue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofl. I find thee apt, 

And duller (houldeft thou be then the fat weed 
That toots it felfe in cafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirrein this; now Hamlet heare,. 

Tis giuen out, that fteeping in my Orchard’, 

A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eare of Denmmkf 

Is by a forged procefle of my death 

Rankely abufed : but know thou noble Y outh, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now we ares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophetike foule my Vhcle. 

Gbefl. 



